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HER frenzied cry had brok-
en a resolution from
“which he had sworn never to
turn. And she, half conscious,
sensed in this mysterious
Arab-clad figure a security the
had not known in all the years
~of marriage to her English
husband—the most cruel man
in Algiers! 8 e
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CARFW wnnmngthehugrowo{ tumbled- The Woman Who Wrote “The Shelk" ina hndnf uledﬁ-m'dﬂ'u m avg-

dowpn huts whén a sudden sound breaking
self free and recled bat‘k into the pq*of

weirdly on the silence of the night sent his"

high on his heels in furious protest. moonlight, his hear; poundmc against his ribs, per~
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auling him down, Carew twisted in the saddle, spiration pouring from him. And as the bright light : ig she bore, in the un- !
listening intently. It came again, echoing from a struck across his face the men who had followedhim bound hair that lay in curling chestout waves about 1
lmlglanethatstrqgkd from the main street—the wail swiftly drew back with sudden indeterminati mut- her shoulders, in the tattered silk ?’d from
of & woman's voice crying wildly in French for help. tering amongst themselves. He caught the El throat to waist. She scemed unaware - Carew’s
A woman—in such a place and at such'an hour! Hakim’’ —Desert Healer—the title he bore 4 mﬂm Panting for breath, her lands tlenching
Carew’s compressed lips parted in a murthless grin. the desert people, and almost before he rulw - ang unclenching mfchw-_lly. shzstood like a driven
thna;vmudrar;gutx;ldnngﬁhu;thxvﬂm theghadvannhci 'm‘h'vh‘“q“h‘fd“ﬂ" in a wild
of jil repute? Some, little fool, do who or a. moment he fought for breath, i "m g stare. g
tempted Providence too h1ghly, paymg_ the price of blinding moisture from his dripping f !mhlmg ‘,._C!'_'“';bmk‘ the silence abruptly with a blunt ques-
herfolly! Well, let her pay! Imal pohnhalny she for the revolver in his waistcloth. ‘Then ~tion addfessed to her that was brutally ditect. “He
had brought it on herself—she could abide by the strangled cry from within the lighted hmtpunl.‘hm . spokd in French that both conld understand and be-

into action and he sprang forward, flinging batk*the
‘heavy burnous from his shoulders as he ran. The
rotting door crashed open under the sudden impact
of his weight and in the entrance he halted with lev-
eled revolver.

consequences. It was no business of his anyhow.
Why should he, of all men, interfereto help a woman -
in her need?

But as his great gray mount, Suliman, started for-
ward the cry was repeated with words that made
Carew check him with an iron hand and bring him,
quivering, to his haunches. Clear and distinct they
came to him—words of frenzied entreaty to a higher
power than his, words in a language he least expected

to hear. : ]
“Help, help! O send help!"” A grim ﬂndeofrécognﬂonﬂﬂmdm%w’s ‘Take me away, oh, for God's sake take me
An Englishwoman! or:momenthchutlcd with face. ~away!”’ ghe cried, and buried het face in her hands

himself. Then with a terrible oath he wrenched his
horse’s head round savagely and drove him down the
litle lane at a headlong gallop.

The lane was a cul de sac, the house he sought at
the far end of it, for there only did a dim light filkkering
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Fot a moment the
ﬂnhedmhnlund. Bmwﬂllquckfe Gl!
dodged the sweeping blow and caught the wpraised
wrist. With his revolver pressing into

through an unshuttered window show any sign of stomach he forced him back slowly against the wall was hglv-mwedmdmm Het-d-o,m 3
habitation. Deep shadows masked the entrance, and  of the hut, his fingers tightenifig their hold until the 10 hesitate. The Arab was . well fnown. criminal,
a few feet short of it, in a patch of vivid moonlight, paralyzed hand unclenched mwedqufo- the abduction of an English visitor an offence the

the floor. Kicking it beyond reach, Carew backed a _ ~ Algefian government
lwiﬂ take you awuwllamhnmer«l
few paces and still keeping the Arab covered turned -y " be said coldly, e
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he pulled up and leapingto the ground raced fowards
the hidden doorway. His foot' was on the crumbling
step when out of the gloom threg figures rase up to, ; his attention for the first time to the 'woman.
bar his entrance and hurled them.lelves upon him. Only a girl apparently, her face almost childish in
The attack was silent, and in silence he met it its strained white piteousness, she had her-
There was no time to reach for the reyolyer. he had self up from the floor and was standing ng on
neglected to draw. Straining, huvmgq he wrestled
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in the darkness with opponents whose faces he could
not see, whose arms encircled him and whose clutch-
ing, sinewy hands tore murderously at his throat. A

knife pricked him and with a blind instinct he caught
at and held the hand that brandished it, crushing it in
his strong fingers till he felt the yielding bones crack.

Ax kist with a tremendous efforthe wrencéhed him- '~

her feet ip the middle of the room. He ﬁﬁ .
a kind of cruel deliberation on the slender ‘shaki
limbs which, clothed in boyish riding dress mnti='
mately revealed their delicate beauty, would have
been the joy of an artist, but whiclr filled only
with an acute feeling of antagonism. The folly of it,
the shameless, senseless folly of it! A woman must
B¢ 4'Todl and worsé thiin a fool to etpﬁelen!!fﬁti" -




